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THE CROWN OF VICTORY. 
Concluded from Page 408. 

As they rode ou slowly in the dark- 
ness, Benvenuto endeavoured to learn 
from the doctor something more about 
Sansone and his fair lady. But the 
doctor, to his own sincere regret, could 
tell bim little or nothing. He kad 
heard that the lawyer had been invit- 
edto Paris by the Marquise on ac- 
count of a lawsuit which involved 
vearly the whole property of the no- 
ble family of the Comminges ; aud 
that this lawsuit had, in consequence 
of Sansone’s skill, been decided in fa- 
vour of the family, and that he lived 
since that time in the house of the 
Marquise, honoured and feasted like 
acouqueror ; and that he had been 
prevailed upon, by her entreaties, to 
remain a few weeks louger in Paris 
to repose ou lis laurels. 

In Beuvenuto'’s mind there arose a 
hope that the beauteous Laura might 
have accompanied her lord to Paris; 
and that a few gentle forgiving words 
from her lips might restore health 
aud vigour tu the youthful artist. He 
litwted at this hope in his conversation 
with the physician ; bat from his eva- 
sive answers and mournful looks, and 
at length from the manner in which he 
expressed himself as to what he had 
observed to.day, Cellini became con- 
vinced that his young friend stood at 
the brink of the grave. ‘This of course 
ogres to his hopes, and suppressing 

feelings, he requested that the 
physician would give him timely uo- 
tice, if Luigi's last moments should 
perhaps come earlier than was ex- 
pected. This Petitpré promised faith- 
fully, and they parted. 
A few days after thia, on a beauti- 
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ful sunny morning, Benvensto was 
sitting in his workshop, busily em- 
ployed in sketching a design he had 
just conceived, of which, as is some- 
times the case with artists, he hardly 
kuew the application. Yet the idea 
appeared to him interesting and love- 
ly, aud his pencil had soon fixed it on 
paper. A youth, to all appearance a 
Greek, a8 we see them on antique 
works of art as they ran or wrestled 
for the public prizes, was sinking 
down exhausted in the course, while 
a beautiful female figure, of whom 
Cellini himself did not know whether 
she was a muse or oue of the ladies 
who crowned the victors, touched 
his flowing locks with a wreath of 
palm. 

The design was finished, and the 
artist whispered to himself, “ Whatl 
shall do with it, God will show me 
one time or other !" when a loud and 
repeated knocking was heard at the 
gaie. Benvenuto, always inclined to 
think of wild and extraordinary 
things, imagined he saw his enemies 
attack the gatesof his castle ; he im- 
mediately put on a coat of mail of the 
finest steel, buckled his long poignard 
rouad his waist, and seizing a partizan 
of monstrous size, hurried into the 
court, calling out to his workmen 
with a voice of thunder: “Open the 
gates, and retire behind them. Though 
twenty enemics should stand outside, 
l amready to meet them.” He stood 
in an attitade of defiance ; the gates 
were thrown open at his command, 
but nobody was seen outside but the 
Doctor on his little horse, who eried 
angrily at sight of the warlike sculp- 
tor, * What the devil do you let me 
wait here for? And how comes it 
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that your head is full of nothing but 
murder ?” 

Cellini answered in great wrath, 
** Do not ask that of me, but of the 
people in this fearful city, who sur- 
round this my castleduily and nightly 
with all sorts of persecutions; partly 
from envy at my important works of 
art, and partly because they intend 
to murder every Italian by the most 
abominable practices.” 

« Well,” interrupted the physician, 
“you may act the OrlandoF urioso when 
there is more time for such fooleries, 
Do not you see that my horse is co- 
vered with foam ? 1| have yet to or- 
der some medicines at the apothe- 
cary’s, and to give information to Ma- 
dame la Marquise, to whom | also 
gave my word! Your friend is very 
ill: make haste, if you wish to see 
him once more here below!’ He 
spurred his horse, and was gone. 

Celliui stood a few moments as if 
thunderstruck ; then turned round in 
great haste, called half commanding, 
half intreating for his mule, threw his 
formidable weapon on the pavement, 
ranto the stables, and kicking with 
hauds and feet at every one who came 
to help him, saddled and bridled his 
mule; without takiag off his coat of 
mail, he mounted, and on the sheath 
of the poviard dropping from his bald. 
rick, he seized the glittering weapon 
without the sheatb, and rode in such 
fury through the streets of Paris, that 
every body who saw him thought he 
had just committed or was hurrying 
fo commit a murder. The watch at 
the barrier endeavoured to detain him, 
but he galloped through like a mad- 
man, calling out, “ Detain me not, | 
go to comfort a dying friend.” The 
French soldiers laughed aloud at the 
sight of this gentle comforter, but he 
swore at them and hurried on. 

The sick Luigi sat at the open wine 
dow of the farmbouse, and enjoyed 
the enlivening sunbeams; but they 
dazzled his weak eyes so that he did 
nat perceive Benvenuto til! he stopped 
before the house, jumped from his 
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mule,and hurried up stairs. Astonished 
at his furious appearance and.drawi 
dagger, he said to him as he opeurd 
thedoor, “ How unfortunate, my Ben. 
venuto, that | should be so very weak 
to-day. You are going mostlikelytg 
defend yourself or te attack some 
powerful enemy. And Lam aot able 
to share your peril and your victory; 
What else can your hurry and your 
warlike dress mean? Perhaps | thay 
yet have strength sufficient to prove 
that my courage has not altogetherde 
parted from my expiring frame.” 

* It is nothing, nothing but another 
beastly trick of that Doctor Petitprés” 
said Benvenuto highly delighted: “he 
sends me here on a fool's errand, asif 
it were the first of April! Andyerd 
am quite pleased with him for send: 
ing me hither to see with my owweves 
that all is well!” : 

** Did he, then, tell thee that some 
enemies had attacked me, or why 
camest thou with thy weapons?’ 
* No, ao, | took my arms for another 
reason, and forgot to put them away 
again. Buthe told me you weredy« 
ing.” —“ Indeed!” said Luigi gently; 
and bent his eyes to the ground, Bat 
soon a smile, more kind and heavenly 
than before, played on his handsome 
face, which shone with a dbrighte: 
colour than when Benvenutosaw tim 
last. He folded his hands and kept 
silent a few minutes; then looking up 
tohis friend, he saui——** W hen we took 
back on our past life, how odd ities 
pears that the most cheerful and ‘the 
most solemn moments should be min 
gled together in our memory.. 'Lfelt 
just now as if the fair Laura Sansavé 
were quite near me, and as if | heatd 
her playful laugh ; for she would have 
jaughed, had she witnessed thy! cot 
ing to visit the sick in arms and iva 
coat of mail. Oh! she taughed 
lovely—spiie of her noble and bigh de 
meanour! And she could commumd 
all the powers of mimicry and disgule 
which belong to our country women, 
whenever she wanted to play a frotie 
some cheerful trick! How often' hs 
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she stoou in the midst of our social cir- 
dewithout our knowing her! She 
eveti decided my sympatheiic percep- 
tiom by the most extraordinary dis- 
guises! the lovely fairy!" He then 
toht his friend several anecdotes of this 
tie blooming time of his life, till he 
talked himself to sleep like an inno- 
cent playful babe! 

Motionless, like a strong man guard- 
ing against the approach of some 
mighty enemy, sat the armed Benve- 
nuto close to his sleeping friend, hold- 
ing his glittering dagger in tis hand, 
and contemplating with many a 
thong ht the various shapes with which 
his own face was reflected from the 
tneven surface of the shining blade. 
He there saw the source of many of 
the grotesque conceptions of the an- 
cient sculptors. He was, however, 
soon brought back fromthe ancient to 
the modern world, by a coach rolling 
up to the ferm-house. Highly en- 
raged at the thought of his Luigi 
being disturbed in his refreshing 
slumber, he stepped to the window, 
and saw Doctor Petritpré assisting 
the lady Isabel out of the coach. 
Benvenuto tried to make them un- 
derstand, by many angry signs, that 
Lwigi was asleep, that they must wot 
disturb them, and’ better stay where 
they were. They took little notice 
ef him, but came up stairs, with 
woiseless steps, towards the room-door 
which Benvenuto opened with anx- 
jous care to make as little noise as 
possible. The lady Isabel walked up 
toLuigi's arm-chair without taking 
any notice of Benvenuto, who said to 
the Doctor very angrily, “* Who the 
deuce: bade you bring that old wo- 
man here ?"—-* Old woman,” replied 
Petitpre, quite shocked at this ungal- 
lant expression : “ remember, Mr. 
Cellivi, the respect you and we all 
pwetethe ladies.” This timely re- 
aoe checked Benvenuto’s wrath, 
and. he soon forgot every thing but 

is sick frieud ; for the lady Isabel 
jurned suddenly tothe physician, and 
with a trembling voice asked—" Ob, 
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God ! he will awaken once more 1 
hope ®” Yes,” replied the physician, 
“but for an hour at most, and then 
all will be over with him!" The fa- 
dy Isabel wept under a veil ; butas it 
was impossible for Benvenuto to vent 
his grief in gentle accents, he left the 
room and hurried to the farthest cor- 
ner of the garden, there to roar out 
his wild but honest grief. 

When the first violent storm had 
subsided, he wished to return to Lui- 
gi’s death-bed ; and scolding himself 
more severely even than he scolded 
others, and subduing his grief with 
all his power, returned to the house, 
At the door of the sick chamber he 
stopped ; all was quiet within. He 
entered gently, but the Doctor, stand- 
ing behind the door, unexpected by 
Cellini, occasioned a slight noise by 
the lock touching him. The sculp. 
tor looked at him with a dreadful face, 
which seemed to say—“ Why hide 
yourself there so foolishly?" The 
physician answered this look by sim- 
ply pointing toan apparition near the 
sick man’s couch, which struck Ben- 
venuto in his tarn with astonishment. 

In the long mourning dress of the 
lady Isabel, but tall and stately, with 
her angelic face uncovered, stood a 
beautiful female beside the slumbering 
Luigi; sometimes anxiously listening 
to his breathing, and then again rais- 
ing her beautiful eyes to Heaven in 
earnest prayer. 

As Benvenuto,in dumb amazement, 
turned his inquiring eyes on the Doc- 
tor, the latter whispered—“] saw 
with my own eyes this unheard-of me- 
tamorphosis! The veil fell back, she 
lifted up her head, and the lady Isabet 
was by some magic power, trans- 
formed into an angel!” 

* No angel,” whispered the lady 
*“ but Signora Laura Sansone, the 
wife of the Advocate Giovanni San- 
sone. I come here by my husband's 
permission. It is at his request that 
the grateful Marquise gave me, to. 
gether with her friendship, the means 
of relieving the pain of this young ar- 
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tist’s sick-bed. Now it has become a 
death-bed »’ she stopped, aud a 
few precious tears rolled down her 
cheeks--“ every deception must ne- 
cessarily cease.” She was silent, aud 
soon relapsed into her former coutem- 
plation. After a little while the sick 
man moved, Laura bent over him, He 
opened his eyes with acheerful smile, 
and seeing her, said—“ An angel ! 
how like my Laura! Art thou, theo, 
gone before me ?~-and dost thou give 
me thy pardon?” He attempted to 
rise, but the pain in his breast made 
him fall back, and he said sighing— 
“No, 1 am yet suffering on earth !"— 
** Not much longer,” said Laura, cov. 
soling bim; and kuecling down be. 
side him, she added—*“ let us pray to- 
gether.” He nodded his assent, aud 
felded bis hands; and during the 
fervid prayer, full of hope, which the 
beloved voice pronounced, he sunk 
quietly to sleep, neverto wake again! 
Cellini knew now what to do with 
the sketch be bad made in the moru- 
ing. Over Luigi's grave was placed 
a basso-relievo, carved in the whitest 
marble by Benvenuto'snwester-hau!. 
The victor in the race was sinksng 
exhausted, while the judge of tbe cou- 
test, in the form of a beautiful female, 
was hasteving »wwards him “ith a 
crown of palas in her band. Asonnd 
it stood, in letters of gold, these words 
—* Death i» the arms of Victory.” 








KOSEDALE AND ITS TENANTS. 

Au strangers go toseeRosedale,and 
few “ cots of spruce gentility” are so 
wel] worth seeing. Faucy a low ie- 
regular white rough cast building 
thatched with reeds, covercd with 
roses, clematis, and passion-tlowers, 
standing on a knoll of fine turf amidst 
flower- beds and shrubberies and mag. 
nificent elms, backed by an abrupt 
hill, and looking over lawny fields to 
a green common, which is intersected 
by a gray high road, dappled with 
ponds of water, and terminated by a 
pretty village edging cH mito rich 
woodlands; imagine this pictere of a 
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place tricked out with ornaments of 
all sorls, conservatories, roserieapsustic 
seats, Americau borders, Gothic: dai. 
ries, Spanish hermitages, and flowets 
stuck as close as pins in a pinewshion, 
with every thing, in short, that might 
best become the walls of an exhiti. 
tion-room, or the back scene ofa plag; 
conceive the interior adorned in.a 
atyle of elegauce still more fanciful, 
aud it will hardly appear surprising 
that this “ unique bijon,” as the adver- 
tisements call it, should seldom wast 
a tenant. The rapid succession of 
these occupiers is the more extraordi- 
nary matier, Every body is willing 
to come to Rosedale, but nobody. atays. 

lu the first place it has the original 
sia of most ornamented cottages, that 
of being built on the foundation aa 
Within the walls of a real labpares's 
dwelling; by which notable pieceol 
economy the owner saved some thirty 
pounds at the expence of making half 
hia rooms mere nytshells, and the 
whole house mcurably damp—tosay 
nothing of the inconvenience of the 
mauy apartments which were ereeted 
as after-thoughts, the addenda.of the 
wark, and are only to be come at by 
outside passages and Freach window, 
doors. Secandly, that necessary pant 
of atwo-story matsion, the steirdase, 
was utterly forgotteu by the arolntent, 
proprictor, and builder, and, sever 
missed by any person, till, the ladder 
being one day taken away at the dia 
ner-bour, an Irish labourer accideat 
ally leit behind was discovered by the 
workmen on his return perebed like 
a bird on the top of the roof, Le having 
taken the method of going up, dhe 
chimney as the quickest way of getsing 
down. This adventure ovcasioned a 
call for the staircase, which wast 
length inserted by the by, aud ise 
much hke a step-ladder in. adar k.con 
ner asany thing well can be.* Thirdly, 





* This forgetfulness is not unexafi- 
pled. A similar accident is satd to 
happened to Madame d*Arbiay ‘ib 
erection of a cottage built from the pré 
tits of her admirable Camille. ; 
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janddastly, this beautiful abode is most 
ithoronghly inconvenient and uncom 
firtable. lu the winter one might 
shave as much protection in the hol- 
jow. of a tree,—cold, gusty, sleety, 
Miveti—snow threatening from above 
tike-an avalanche,—water gushing up 
from below like a fowntaiun,—a house 
ofeardpaper would be the solider re- 
foge; iu the summer it is proportion- 
ably close and hot, giving little shade 
and no shelter; aud all the year round 
it is overdone with frippery and finery, 
a toy-shop in action, a Brobdignagian 
babytiouse. 

‘The first person who ascertained, 
by painful experiment, that Rosedale 
wasuninhabitable, was the proprietor, 
avimple young man from the next 
town, who unluckily took it into his 
head that he had a taste for architec- 
ture, and landscape-gardening, and 
yo forth; and falling into the hands 
ofa London upholsterer and a country 
nurses yinan,assisted by ascene-painter 
from one of the theatres, produced the 
effort of genius that | have endeavonr- 
riltodeseribe. At the end ofa month 
he found that nobody could live there, 
and with the advice of the nursery. 
man, the wpholsterer, and the scene- 
painter, began to talk of improving 
am) rebuilding and new-modelling ; 
hay he actually went so far as to send 
for the bricklayer—-but, fortunately 
for our mian of taste, he hed a wife, 
aid she andthe bills stopped the com- 
paints aid improvements, sent her 
epbuce back tohis roomy, comfortable, 
red-brick house in the market-place 
at'B—, drew up a flaming advertise- 
ment, aud turned the grombling oecu 
pant into a thriving landlord. 

i ufft was let to two ladies, not sisters, 
exeept, as one of them said, in soul, 
Kindred spirits determined to retire 
fronr the world and emulate, in this 
dwWeet retreat, the immortal friendship 
of. the ladies of Llangollen. The 

es of our pair of friends were 

wn.and Green, Miss Letitia Brown 
aud Miss Dorothea Green, commonly 
called DoWy, Both were of that un- 
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fortunate class of yonng ladics, whom 
the malicious world is apt to call uld 
maids, both rich, both independent, 
and both in the. fullest sense of the 
word Cockueys. Letitia was tall and 
leanand scraggy and yellow, dressing 
in an Arcadian sort of way, pretty 
much like a shepherdess without a 
crook, singing pastoral songs prodigi- 
ously out of tune, and talking ina 
deep voice, with much emphasis and 
astounding fluency, all sorts of senti- 
mentalities all day long. Miss Doro- 
thea, on the other hand, was short and 
plump and round-faced and ruddy, 
inclning to vulgarity, 9s Letitia to 
affectation, with a great love of danc- 
ing, a pleasant chuckling laugh, and 
a most agreeable habit of assentation. 
Juxta-posilion laid the corner-stone of 
this immortal friendship, which had 
already lasted’ four months and a half, 
and,cemented by resemblance ofsitua- 
tion and dissimilarity of character, 
really bade fair to continue some 
mouths longer. Both had been heartily 
tired of their previous situation: Letitia 
keeping house for a brother in Alders- 
gate-street, where she was overwhelm- 
ed with business, Dolly living with 
an aunt on Fish-street-hill, where she 
had nothing to do. Both had a pas- 
sion forthe country: Letitia, who, 
except one jaunt to Margate, had ne- 
ver been out of the sound of Bow- 
bells, that she might ruralise after the 
fashion of the poets, sit under trees, 
and gather roses all day long; Dolly, 
who, m spite of yearly trips to Paris 
aud Brussels and Amsterdam and 
Brighton, had hardly seen a green 
field, except through a coach-window, 
was on her side possessed witha mania 
for management and notability; she 
yearned to keepcows, fatten pigs, breed 
poultry, grow cabbages, make hay, 
brew and bake and wash and churn. 
Visions of killing her own matton ffit- 
ted over her delighted fancy: and 
when one evening ata ball in the Bo- 
rough, her favourite partner lid de- 
serted her to dance with ber nicce, 
and Miss Letitis, who had been read- 
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ing Miss Seward’s Letiers, proposed 
to. her fo retire from the world and 
its vanities, in imitation of the illus. 
trious. secluses: of Liangollen, Miss 
Dolly, caught above all things with 
the circumstances of making her own 
buttet every morwing for breakfast’, 
acceded to the proposal most joyfully. 

The vow of friendship was taken, 
and nothing remained but to look out 
for ahouse. Dorothy wanted a farm, 
Letitiaa cottage, Dorothy talked of 
cows and clover, Letitia of nightin- 
galesand violets. Dorothy lonyed for 
Yorkshire pastures, Letitia for Welsh 
mountains; and the scheme seemed 
likely to go off for want of an habita- 
tion, when Rosedale, in all the glory 
of advertisement, shone on Miss Le. 
titiain the Morning Post, and was 
immediately engaged by the delighted 
friends, ov a lease of seven, fourteen, 
or one-and-twenty years. 

It was a raw, blowy March evening 
when the fair partners arrived at the 
cottage. Miss Letitia made a speech 
in her usual style on taking possession, 
an mvocation to friendship and rural 
nature, and a deprecation of cities, so- 
ciety, and man; at the conclusion of 
which, Miss Dolly underwent an em- 
brassade > and having sufficiently ad- 
mired the wonders within, they sallied 
forth: with a candle and lanthorn to 
view thew ruralities without. Miss 
Letitia was better satisfied with this 
ramble than her companion; she 
found at least trees and pimroses,whilst 
the country felicities of ducks and 
chickens were entirely wanting. Dol- 
ly, however, recouciled the matter by 
supposing they were gone to roost, 
and, a little worn out by the journey, 
wisely followed their example. The 
next day saw MassLetitia obliged to in- 
fringe her own rule,and admit a man — 
the, apothecary—into this maiden 
abede. She had sate under a tree 
nearly an hour the night before, list- 
ening for a nightingale, and was laid 
up by a mest owpastoral fit of the 
rheumatiam. Dorothea in the mean- 
9 Vide Aans S:ward’sC srrespon leace. 
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while was examining ber tercitory by 
daylight; and discovering fresh cause 
of vexation atevery slep Here she 
was in the country, iu a cottage, 
“comprising,” as the advertisement 
set forth, “all manner of convenience 
and accommodation,” without cow:or 
sheep, or grass or corn, or pig or chick. 
en, or turkey or goose; no laundry, 
no brewhouse, no pigsty, no poultry. 
yard! not a cabbage in the garden! 
not a useful thing about the house! 
Imagine her consternation, 

But Dolly was a person of activity 
and resource. She sallied out forth. 
with to the neighbouring village, 
bought utensils and stock, turned the 
coach-house into a cow-stall, projected 
a pigsty in the rosery, installed her 
ducks and geese iv the orangery, in; 
troduced the novelty of real milk-pang, 
churns, aud butter prints, amongst 
the old China, Datch tiles, and stained 
glass of that make-believe toy the Go» 
thic dairy, placed her brewing vessels 
in the housekeeper’s room, which te 
accord with the genius of the place, 
had beeu fitted upto :epresent a reb- 
ber’s cave, and deposited her washing. 
tubs in the batler’s pantry, which, with 
a similar regard to cougruity, bad beep 
decorated with spars and shells like a 
Nereit's grotto; and finally, in spite 
of all warning and remoastrance, 
drove her sheep into the shrubbery; 
and tethered her cows upon the Jawp, 
[his stroke was too much for the gar. 
dener’s patience. He walked over to 
B. to apprise Mr. Tasty; and My, 
Tasty, armed withMr.Smith theattore 
ney, aud a copy of the lease, made his 
appearauce with breathless speed at 
Rosedale. Dolly, in spite of ber usual 
placidity, mude good battle on this 
occasion; she cried and scolded, aud 
reasoned and implored; it was as 
much as Mr. Tasty and Mr, Saguel 
Smith, aided by that mute witpessthe 
lease, and that very clamorous one the 
garde ver, could do to vut-talk her. AL 
last, however they were victorious, 
Dolly’slive stock were forced to make 
a rapid retreat, and she would probas 
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bly have retreated at the same time, 
fad hot an incident occurred, which 
Bioaght her visions of rural felicity 
much nearer to reality than could 
have been anticipated by the liveliest 
imagination. The farmer's wife, of 
whom she had made her purchases, 
and to whom she unwillingly address. 
ed herself to resume them, secing, to 
use her own words, “ how much aa- 
dam seemed to take on at parting 
with the poor dumb things,” kindly 
offered to take them as boarders at a 
moderate stipend, volunteering also 
lessons in the chicken-rearing and pig- 
feeding department, of which the lady 
dil, to be suce, seem rather in veed. 
Of course, Dolly closed with this pro- 
posal at aword. She never was so 
happy in her life—her cows, pigs, and 
poaitry en pension, and herself with 
both hands full, learning at the farm, 
and ordering at the cottage, and dis- 
playing all that can be imagined of 
igttorance and good-humour at both, 
Her mistakes were inuumerable. 
Once, for instance, she carried away 
by main force from a turkey, whose 
nest she had the ill luck to discover, 
thitteev egys just ready to hatch, and 
after asevere combat with the furious 
ad jnjured hen, brought them home 
té Rosedale as fresli—uuder a votion, 
rather gew in natural history, that 
tarkeys lay all their eggs in one day, 
Another time, she discovered a board 
of choice double Dalila roots iu a tool 

hose belonging to herold enemy the 
gitilener, and delivered them to the 
cook for Jerusalem artichokes, who 
drejsed them as such accordingly. No 
eid to Dolly's blunders ! but her 
good- humour and cheerfulness, and 
the happy frankness with which she 
lapyhe:t at her own errors, carried her 
tHampliautly through, Every body 


likedMher, éspecially a smug tittle cu- 
rat® who boarded along with her pigs 
and watile al the farm, and said twenly 
Umes a day that Miss Dorothea Green 
wis the pleasantest woman w [ing- 
laf. “Dolly was uever so happy in 
ber fife. 
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Miss Letitia, on her part, continued 
rheumatic and poorly, and kept closely 
to her Turkish teat, with no other 
consolations than novels from the next 
town, and the daily visits of the apo- 
thecary. She was shocked at Miss 
Dorothy's intimacy with the farm. 
people, and took every opportunity of 
telling her so. Dolly, never very fond 
of her fair companion’s harangues, and 
not the more reconciled to them from 
their being directed against her own 
particular favourites, rau away as often 
as she could. Sothat the two friends 
had nearly arrived at the point of not 
speaking, when they met one after- 
noon by mutual appointment in the 
Chinese saloon. Miss Dorothy blush- 
ed and looked silly, and seemed try 
ing to say something which she could 
not bring out. Mss-Letitia tried to 
blush, but failed, She could however 
talk ; and at the end of an oration in 
which she proved, as was preity evi- 
dent, that they had been mistakenin 
supposing the company of each all 
sufficient to the other, as well asin 
their plan of seclusion from the world, 
she invited Miss Dorothea (after 
another vain attempt at a blush) to 
pay the last honours to their friend- 
ship, by attending her to the hyme- 
neal altar, whither she had promised 
to accompany Mr. Opodeldoc on the 
morning after the vext. “ bcan't,” re 
plied Miss Doliy,—“ And why not?” 
resumed Miss Letitia, “* Surely Mre 
Opodel——” “ Now don't beangry,” 
interrupted Dolly, “1 can't be your 
bridemaid the day after to-morrow, be- 
cause lam going to be married to-mor. 
row myself.” And so they left Rose. 
dale; and so Ishallleavethem. L. 


CHRISTMAS, 

Or the decay of Christmas keeping, 
a writer iv a London publication thus 
speaks—** The time is just passed 
when we 80 enphatically wished each 
other “a merty Christmas, and a hap- 
py new year when wf comes ;’ and 
we by no ineans deny that in many 
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parts ofthe town eating dnd drivking 
aud coavivialify in general, are much 
eveouraged af this season. But, alas’ 
the ne fect aud consequent veciune 
of wood old castoms trouble us mach. 
Io vain do we look for “ ‘The jolly 
Wassel-Bow!l,.” and “The Bore’s 
Fleade,"—“ with garlands gay and 
rosemary.” Popular superstitions aud 
customs may generally be traced 
back to Heathen times, for ou their 
rites and mysteries were many of the 
Catholic ceremonies afterwards en 

grafted; and to the Saturnalia we 
ure, or rather our ancestors were, 
probably indebted for some of our 
Christmas pastimes, The Reforma- 
tion first injured their popularity, and 
the age of Puritanism gavethem afresh 
shock. It was even ordered by Par- 
liament, December 24th, 1652, “* That 
no observation shal) be had of the 
five and twentieth day of December, 
commonly called Christmas Day ; 
nor any solemnity used or exercised 
in churches‘upon that day in respect 
thereof.” They now appear to be 
neglected bysoticty in proportion to 
its degree of polish ; and in the me- 
tropotis aid its immediate verghbour- 
héod, are little encouraged by the 
higher classes, and but partially by 
the middhag tanks, while among the 
lower portion of the people they fre- 
queitly degenerate intu debauchery, 
Inthe country, especially in the far 
western and northern counties,Christ- 
thas is kept op with much spirit ; the 
yule-log still crackies on the hearth, 
and the sirloins of beef, the minced 
pies, the plum-porridge, the capons, 
turkeys, geese, and plum-puddings, 
smoke upon the hospitable board. 
Each master of a family, like the old 
courtier in the ballad, appears tohave 


** a good old fashion, when Christ- 
masse is Come, 





To call iv his old neighbours with bag- 
pipe and drum, 

With geod cheer ehough to furnish every 
old room, 

And old lijaor able to make a eat speak 
aud man damb." 





Chretmas. 


“Q! rus, quando te espiciam? 
Yet even there the haud of improg, 
ment has been active, and some walks 
able relic of ancient festivities is ong. 
siovally ushered from the parlour. {p 
the kitchen, never more to. returm, 
‘The decoration of louses and chureles 
with evergreens is continued hawever 
in London; nor is there a defivieury, 
to the best of our experience, in the 
demands for Christmas boxes; ‘the 
original intention of which was proba- 
bly to enable the poer to partake of 
the festivtiies of the season, frou the 
gratuities of their more wealthy. fl- 
low-creatures—and, Goi for bid! that 
while feasting ourselves, we shouhl 
not assist our poor neighbours audde- 
pendants to enjoy themselves, Certain 
nocturual wandering minstrels ovga- 
sionally disturb the slumbers of .the 
culizens for aboul a month prios 
Christmas, calling themselves Waits; 
but, “alack the day!” instead of 
ing and singing the good old 
our cars are saluted with Roy's Wife, 
St. Patrick's Day, or the latest Qua- 
drille tune. In many paris of the 


country, especially in the west, the , 


Carol is still preserved, and is sungin 
the parish churches on ChristmasDay, 
the singers also going about to the dif- 
ferent houses blithely careling-etith 
cheering tunes as “ A Child thiedey 
is born” = Sit you, merry gevtiemes,’ 
“ | saw three ships come sailing #" 
&e. &e. 

In London, except some croaliig 
ballad-singer bawling out “ Godvemt 
vou, merry gentlemen,” or a like day- 
grel, nothing in the shape of Carolstis 
heard, though there is a consi 
sale of them among the lower elagsts, 
Look at the following list of Clisiit. 
mas amusements, given by Burtoada 
his Auatomy of Melancholy, newe- 
perseded by PopeJoan, Blind/Man's 
Buff, aud Puss in the Corneg se Bhe 
ordivary recreations which wévhave 
in winter, are cards, tables and dite, 
shovel-board, chesse-play, the 
sopher’s game, small trunkesy bil 
musicke, maskes, singing, dancing, 
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yale-gaines, catches, purposes, ques- 
fens, merry tales of errant knizhits, 
wigs, queens, lovers, lords, ladies, 
giants, thieves, fairies, goblins, friars, 
Witenes, and the rest.” As to the 
@immers and Christmas Plays, unless 
Grimaldi and the pantomimes be 
Wonsidered as relics, we know not 
where to find them, in or near the 
metropolis ; though formerly a Lord 
of Misrule, or Christmas Prince, was 
¢hosen, even in the highest families 
and most learned establishments ;— 
witness the records of their proceed- 
ings in the Gesta Grayorum, and the 
aéeount of the Christmas Prince at 
Oxford, A.D. 1607; even our kings 
ased to join in these sports. Mum- 
meérs, guisardes or guise-dancers (com 
monly called geese-dancers,) may 
yet be seen inthe country; and as 
the story of St. George and the Dra. 
gon and the Fair Sabra is annually re- 
peated, enlivened with the frolics of 
Old Father Christmas, and the Doc 
tor, who cures “each deep and deadly 
wound” of the combatants, coming for 
that purpose 

e~——— ‘‘ from the furthermost part of 


Spain, 
With a litle bottle of alicumpain.” 


These guise-dancers sre profusely de- 
Coratei! with ribands, each carrying 
awaked sword, with ihe exception of 
the trir Sabra, who is modestly clad 
in female attire; and old Father 
yObristmas and the Doctor, who are 
the Pan taloon and Clown of the Piece, 
dee former being generally disguised 
why a foghtiul mask. Even in this 
exhibition, we have been mortified 
byhearing some moderu rhodomon- 
Mades introduced about Buonaparte 
andthe Duke of Wellington, and 
ence (Lorresco referens!) was favour- 
ed (with the Typity-witchet by way 
vol Shen. 


to We confess that we have sometimes 


eben almost reconciled to the manner 


the! which.the Twelfth-day is kept up, 
Mend pleasing visions of Christinas 
Vor, X—N. 9 
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plays and gambola have come before 
us ; yet it is not quite as it should be. 
‘This day haslong been observed with 
great festivity, in most parts of Eu- 
rope, to commemorate Melchior, Jas- 
per, and Balthazar, the three Magi, 
as kings, who came from the East to 
Bethlehem to worship our Saviour, 
on the twelfth day from his Nativity; 
having occupied the intervening time 
in travelling, being miraculously di- 
rected and supported, and requiring 
neither sleep nor refreshment, It is 
well known that they respectively 
offered gold, myrrh, and frankincense; 
anda similar offer is now made on 
the part of our king at the Chapel 
Royal. Among the gold presented 
were, according to tradition, thirty 
of the identical pieces given by 
Abraham for the cave of Machpelah. 
which, after passing through different 
hands, had come into the possession 
of Melchior ; snbsequently they were 
paid to Judas for betraying our Sa- 
viour. The whole tradition is curious, 
and the manner of reconciling the 
“ pieces of silver” with the money 
coined from the purest gold of Arabia 
ingenious, but foreign to our purpose. 
It was formerly, as is well knowa, 
the custom to puta bean intoa cake 
made of flour, honey, ginger, and 
pepper ; sometimes a pea was added 
forthe queen. The cake was then 
divided into several portions, allow- 
ing one for the Virgin, and the same 
for the three Kings (which were all 
given tothe poor), and one portion 
for each of the company; the happy 
man who found the bean in his share, 
was iustalled King for the evening, 
and chose the Ministers of State, 
Maids of Honour, &c. In later times 
the bean was disused, and tickets 
were prepared, iuscribed with the 
names of King, Ministers, &c., who 
were thus chosen by lot. Al present 
it is true that the characters of King 
and Queen are drawn for, but instead 
of Muisters, &c. being chosen by 
thein or by lot, we have burlesque 
7 Bb 
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_ ; 
ecards for Billy Button, Polly Wry- 
neck, and such silly incongru S pere 
sonages. To get rid of these, aud no- 


minate their wotuted 
now the most ii 
a Twelfth Nigl 


pre lecess rs, is 
reuious way to make 


glitfestival agreeable.’ 


——__ 


SIMILIES. 


I Gaz'b upon this rippling stream, 
The moon was clear and bright; 
Across the tide a silv’ry beam 
Fell on its waters white 
And Life, I said, is like that stream, 
Which to the ocean flows > 
And Love is like that silv'ry beam, 
Which lights it as it goes. 
* stream 


The moon is gone—the ripplin: 
Still hast to the main ; 

Ah! Love is but atrausieut gleam, 
And all is dark again. 

Yon clouds that do the moon enclose, 
Are o’er its brightness laid ; 

Al! Life has 


Our bi 





mauy clouds like those, 


ght hope ; thus to shade. 


——— 


THE PEASANT’S FUNERAT 


Hark !—there’s a stir near us—a 
stir of footsteps, and of human voices. 
It proceeds from withiu the Church, 
and see, the porch doors are ajar, and 
also that low-arched door-way open- 
ing into the belfry. Those steps are 
ascending its dark narrow stair, and 
then-—hark : 
Jow dull creaking sound, and thea— 
oue long, deep startling toll—another, 
first have died 
woods. ‘That 


again! from withia, a 


ere the echoes of the 
stant 


sound is the summons of the 


away over tit ul 
vrrave 
Some neighbouring peasant ts borne 


=i | 
to-night to lis long home, and see as 


we turn this angle of the church, there 
beside that broad lt maple, safresh 
opened prave. Th d rR © ivaly 3 


covered in by two veards liid loosely 
over, bul it will vot be lo: gf” untenani. 
ed, Lei ua look abroad for the a 
proac hing funeral, for, | ) the tol 


of the bell, it must be already within 


sight It com t that uy 
g 


Peasants f ' 


lane—no,nor by the broad heath r ad 


from the urther hbamlet—unor trom 
the direction of the Grange Farm— 


but there—al there it is, and close 
at hand, emerging that little 


shrubby hollow, through which the 


irom 


road dips tothe near village of Downe, 
Is it not a beautiful thing to gaze on, 
in this love ly secluded spot, by the 
light ofthat yellow sunse!, the mellow 
hue of which falls with such a rich yet 
tempered brightness on the white 
draperies of those foremost in the pro- 
cession ? 

It is a maiden’s funeral, that, proba- 
bly, ofsome young person ; for see, the 
pall is borne by six girls, each shroud, 
ed like a nun m her long white flow. 
tng hood, and tn lieu of the black pall, 
a white sheet is thrown over the cof 
fin. The lower classes are very tena. 
ctive observances, 

creature | have 
known, whose dehght it seemed, du. 
ring the 
malady, foarrange every thing for her 
own burial. ‘The fashion of her 
flowers they shoutd 

strew over her in the coftin—the 
friends who should follow her to the 
grave, and the six of her young com. 
her pall. 


Te) rest cole 


cious of those disti 
and many a young 


last stages of some tiugering 


shroud, aud the 


panions to be selected for 
bearers, Almost the very | 
on such occasions, what they 


even to 


trive, 
call “a creditable burying’ 
refreshments distribated 
funeral Poor 
-long and sorely dothe | ch 


the coarse 
imongst the ruests 
—_ 

souls 


for it, in their own few comforts, and 


in their scanty meals—but the self-in- 
Hicted privation is onrepini y fe 
dured, and who woul ke upon him, 


if it were possible, to restrain that holy 


and natural impulse, to honour the 


men y of the dead ? See !—the train 
lengthens into sight as it winds uj the 
ascent fiom that wild dingle The 
bearers and their inseasible burthen 


are already near, and there follow the 
female bearers foremost \h! | know 
that bell tolls—tor 


whom that grave is prepared ww hose 


now for whom 


ematus are there 


tec 
col 
he 


Ni 


lh 
slie 
suit 


has 


ow 
for 
DK 
bo: 
sili 
col 
cov 


(atl 


pal 
is | 
ant 
its 
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isi f ‘ua-p we ‘ itt 
( ih 4 sa mibary t her 

tary uh ericf, and yet she bears ia 
hi t aris a belpeess cent, whos 
loss IS€VCH more acplot than her's. 

, 

Phat | iw band widowed 
mother ef Rachael ye e, whose 
corpse she is following to the grave ; 
aud that uncouscious baby, who 
streiches out its litt hauds withla li 
jug gice lowaras the wiitte drapery of 
the cofliu, is | esol rphau I 
her only child —alas! of its uunwedd- 
1 mothe — \ dark and foul otfence 
hes at lis Goor, who luced that sim- 
ple creatiar from the paths of inno- 
cence! few words will t her 
story, but Jet us stop till the funeral- 
tras has passed oa intu the churel 
from which the minister now ade 
vances to mect it, — That poor childless 
ni r! with whats str lave 
ave and i t vert iher, 
wesaw her ¢t time t Ivemonth, 
holcimge oO i ts y gate for the 
farmer's prosperous family, and follow. 
ing them tito church w th contented 
humility, accompanied by her du- 
teous Ra ! Phen, she was stila 
comcly matron, c v ch rfal i 
her poverty, ind strong to labour 
Now, how beut « with age | 
feeblenes does that | i we appear! 
Che burthen t! little infant 1s o 
she can ilf sustain, but to whom would 
she resizu the preci ischarge? Sh 
has contrived a black frock for the 
litthke creature—p bly from het 
own old gown—h widow’s gown, 
for she herself has on no mourning gar 
ment; ouly au l rusty black willow 
bonnet, with a little «rape about it of 
Slik DL OW Lie liue, and a large | ick 
cotton shawl, with which sl has 
covered over, as neatly as possible, that 
gark linen gown eli nods up i 
handkerclitef to her eves, with the idle 
parad wceremon woe, but hee face 


is bent down over the 
and drops wre glistemmy there, and on 


its soft cheek, that never fell from 


those \ mer} pus eyes 


V tow uc 
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poor women, tw ud two, who have 
a! trived to niake some show of de. 
cept mourning, and those three or 
four ring men, who walkeast, 


each acrape hat-band, that has 

r many funerals, They are 

“ by now—the dead and the 
lin lor the last time on earth the 
parted mortal has entered the House 

ol a While that part of the bu- 
rtal rvice appointed to be re id the re 
is proceeding, a few words will tel] 


| Maythorne was the only 


ld of her mother, and she was a 


“ v, left early to struggle with ex- 
t e poverty, and with the burthen 
sickly infant, afflicts 1! with epilep- 


tie fits, almost from its birth, ‘The 
glibours, many of them, said, « it 
a mercy, if so be God Al. 
mighty were pleased, to takeaway the 

would never thrive, 
1 woman, and was a ter. 


poor | DY; she 
t ve to be 
rible hindrance to the tnudustrious 
mother.” But she thought not so, 
neither would she have exchanged her 
infant for the healthiest 
the land—she thought it the love. 


} 
puny wailing 


lie y, and the most intelligent too, 
thoughevery body else saw wellenough 
thatit was more backward in evesy 
thing than almost any child of the 


same age. But it did weather out the 
recarious season of infancy, and it did 
live to be a woman, and even to en- 
joy a moderate share of health, though 
the fits were never whoily subdued, 
und they undoul! tedly had weakened 
l impaired, though not destroyed, 
her intellect. Most people at the first 
id have called Rachela very 
gitl, and she was, in truth, far 
ttv, slight and thin in her pere 
. ud, trom the feebleness of her 
rame, stooping almost like a woman 
Her complexion, which 
| delicate, had 
she been alady, and luxuriously rear. 
ed up, was naturally pallid, and ex- 
posure to sun an } wind, in her out 
( 
} 


mighthave beeu fair au 


loor labours, had thickened it toa 


ark and mud ly hu but there was 
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a meek and tender expression in her 
mild hazel eyes, and in her dimpled 
smile, and in the tone of her low quiet 
voice, even in the slight hesitation 
which impeded her utterance, that 
never failed to excite interest, when 
once they had attracted observation. 

It chanced that, towards the end of 
Jast year’s harvest, the widow May- 
thorne was confined to her cottage by 
asprained ancle, so that, for the first 
time in her life, Rachel went out to 
the light labour of gleaning, unaccom- 
panied by her tender parent. Through 
the remainder of the harvest seasou 
she followed FarmerBuck wheat's reap- 
ers, and no gleaner returned at even- 
ing so havily leaden as the widow's 
daughter. For the farmer himself fa- 
voured the industry of simple Rachel, 
aud no reaper looked sharply towards 
her, though she followed him so- !ose, 
as to glean a chance handful, even 
from the sheaf he was binding toge- 
ther. And she followed in the wake 
of the loaded wagyons, from whose 
toppling treasures, as they rustled 
through the deep narrow Janes, the 
high hed ges on either side took tris 
bute, and though her sheaf acquired 
bulk more considerably than ever from 
the golden hangings of the road side, 
no one rebuked the widow's daughter, 
or repelled her outstretched hand; and 
one there was, who gave more than 
passive encouragement to her humble 
encroachments. And when the list 
waggon turned into the spacious rick- 
yard, and the gleaners retired slowly 
from the gate, to retrace their way 
homeward through the same lanes, 
where a few volden ears might yet be 
added to their golden sheaves, then 
Rachel also turned towards her home, 
but not in campany with her fellow 
gleaners. For the young farmer led 
her by a nearer and a pleasanter way, 
through the Grange homestead, and 
the orchard, and the hazel copse, that 
opened just on the little common where 
stood her mother's cottage; the first of 
the scaftered hamlet. But though the 
wey was certiinly ehorter, and there 
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were no stiles toclamber over,and the 
voung farmer helped Rachel with her 
load, by the time they reached the 
little common, lights were twinkling 
in all its skirting cottages, aud the re. 
turned gleaners were gathered round 
their frugal supper-boards, and the 
Widow Maythorne was standing in 
her jasmine porch, looking out for her 
long absent Rachel, and wondering 
that she lingered so late, till the sight 
of her heavy burden, as she emerged 
from the dark copse, accounted for 
her lagging footsteps aud tardy re. 
turn. Her companion never walked 
with her farther than the copse, aud 
he exacted a promise — —-— Alas 
and it was given and kept, though 
the poor thing comprehended not why 
she might not make her dear mother 
partake of her happy bopes; but it 
was his wish, so she promised all he 
exacted, and too faithfully kept sie 
lence, So time passed on, ‘The briglit 
broad harvest moon dwindled away to 
a pale crescent, and retired into the 
starry depths of heaven, and then, 
again emerging from her unseen patlis, 
she hung out her golden lamp, tolight 
the hunter’s mouth. Then came the 
dark days and clouded nights of No- 
vember, and the candle was iit early 
in the widow's cottage, and the mo- 
ther and daughter resumed their win- 
ter tasks of the spinning-wheel aud the 
kuitting-needles. And the widow's 
heart was cheery, for the mea)-chest 
was full, and the potatoe-paich had 
yielded abundantly, and there stood a 
goodly peat-stack by the door; aud, 
through the blessing of Providence ou 
their careful industry, they should be 
fed and warmed all the long winter 
months: so there was gladness in the 
wilow’s heart. BuotRachel drooped— 
at first unobserved by the foud parent, 
for the girl was ever gentle and quet, 
and withal not given to much talking, 
or to noisy merrimeut; but then she 
would sit and sing to herself likea 
bird, over her work, and she wasever 
ready with a smiling look and a cheer- 
ful auswer, when her mother apoke 
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fy or asked a question of her. Now 
she was silent, but anquiet, and would 
start as Uf from sleep when spoken to, 
and fifty times in au hour lay by her 
work hastily, and walk to the door, or 
the window, or the little cupboard, as 
if for some special purpose, which yet 
seemed ever to slip away anaccom- 
plished from her bewildered mind ; 
and sometimes she would wander away 
from her home for an hour or more 
together, and from those louely ram 

bles she was sure toreturn with looks 
of deeper dejectioa,aud eyes still heavy 
with the traces of recent tears. ‘The 
mother’s observation once aroused, her 
tender auxiety soon fathomed the 
creel sesret. Alas! unhappy mother— 
thou hadst this only treasure—this one 
poor lamb—who drank of thy cup, 
and lay iv thy bosom, and was to thee 
a loving and dutiful child; and the 
spoiler came, aud broke down the 
little feuce of earthly comfort, aud laid 
waste the peaceful fold of nature's 
sweetest charities, 

The rustic libertine, whose ruthless 
sport, the amusement of a vacant bour, 
had been the seduction of poor Ra- 
chel, soon wearied of his easy 
quest, had cast her “lke a loathsome 
weed away, He found it not at first 
an easy task to convince her of his 
own baseness, and intended desertion 
ofher; but when at last he roughly 
insisted on the discoutinuance of ber 
importunate claims, evud the simple 
mad of his poor victun fully 
comprehended his inhumau will, she 
would have obeyed itin vuupbraiding 
sence; but, alas! her wmyuries were 
not to be concealed, and it was the 
hard task of the afflicted mother to 
appeal fur such miserable compensa- 
tion as the parish could enforce, to 
support her unhappy child in the hour 
of trial, and to assist in maintaining 
the fatherless little one. Three mouths 
ago it was born into this hard, bleak 
world; and though the child of shame, 
and poverty, and ahaudoument, never 
wa the heir of a mighty dukedom 
tore fondly welcomed, more doatiugly 


ouce 





Vhe be asants 


Funeral. bank 


gazed on, mere tenderly .oursed, than 
that poor baby; and it was a lovely 
infant. Elow many a rich and ehild- 
less pair would have yield up even to 
the half of al) their substance, to be 
the parents of sucha goodly creature! 
All the sorrows of the forsaken mo- 
ther, all her rejected affections, all her 
intense capabilities of loving, became 
so absorbed and ecucentrated in her 
feelings, that when she 
looked upon her child, and hugged it 
to her bosom, and drank in at her 
eyes the sweetness of its innocent 
smiles, it would have been difficult, 
perhaps, to have kept alive in her poor 
simple mind a repentant sorrow for 
her past fault, as assoc iated with the 
existence of that guiltless creature, 
No one judged hardly of poor Rachel, 
though many a muttered curse, “ not 
loud, but deep,” was imprecated on 
her heartless seducer. She was still 
a welcome guest in every colttage— 
she who had been so ready with all 
her litle services to every soul who 
needed them, was now welcome to sit 
with her infantin the low nursing- 
chair beside their humble hearths, or 
tolay it mw the same cradle with their 
own little oues, while she busied her- 
tusk of needleework. It 
wasa great comfurt tothe anxious 
mother to know, that, while she was 
absent from her cottage, her daughter 
had many a friend and many a bome, 
to which she might resort when ber 
own was lonely,or when the peculiar 
symptoms, with which she was fa- 
miliar, warned her of an approaching 
fit. On such occasions (and she had 
generally sufficient notice experience 
had taught her, that by flinging her- 
self flat down on her face, either on 


maternal 


self at her 


the bed or floor, the attack was 
greatly mitigated in violence, and 
sometimes wholly averted; and it 


had been hitherto an especial mercy, 
that the afflictive malady had never 
made its terrific approaches wm the 
Therefore it avas, that 


lavthurne now and then 


night season. 
the Widow 
yeutured to sleep from home, when 














434 7 ic Peasant 
engaged wi ove of her various, ovcu- 
pations, tursy-tending. So engaged, 
she left f 
last week and vot expecting to return 
to it before tie f the 
suing day she made it her provident 
request toa neighbour, that, if Ra- 
ehel did not look in on her early in 
the morning, she would st p across 
and see how it fared with her and her 
baby. Morning came, and the good 
woman was stirring early, and ston 


ner collage one eventug of 


allernoon « ele 


+) , 


every coltage-lattice was flung open, 
and every door unclosed, and the blue 
smoke curled up from every chimney 
but that of the Widow Maythorne's 
dwelling. There, door and window 
coutinued fast, and the hitil 
curtain was undrawn trom w 


muslin 
tithe thre 
chamber-window So the friendly 
neighbour, mindful of ber promise, 
steppe d across tothe silent cottage, 
and it was not without an apprehen- 
sive feeling that she hited up the latch 
of the garden-wicket, before which 
stood the old cow, waiting to be 
burtheued of hee milky treasure, and 


(lis- 
lowimg oul, at ttervais, her uneasy 
at the unusual tardiness of 
Fast was the doo: 
ma 


leold was 


bn patience 
her kivd mistress 
and tast the ch 
that of the 
heart 
uth, and 


mber-window, 


lithe Kitchen. as 





hh within, and was sttlias 





nO LO nswered to th 


repeated knocks and calls o! the friend. 
ly neighbour, She tr d the cham . 
casement, but it was fasts sed within, 


and the little curtam drawu Defore it 


precluded a view of the imterior, Gut 
while the dame s fciose tol 


her face g ved to 
istinet s 


the glass, her eas 


caught an tm und, and tia 


moment she distinguished the feeble 
wail of the lit rifant, but oo mre 
ther's voice Ww heard tenderly hush. 


mg that pla utive murme 

Quickly the good dame ned 
the few neighbours 
the cottage «k 
they passed u through thec 
bed-chamber 
ied bed 


J her daughter 


suinin 
assistance of a 
orcet 


Was bopen, and 


ld empty 


uncurt 


whieit pee Wi ¢ 


: l “UHCTE 








f 
had slept side by side so lovingly, for 
sO many quiet sd) inne went years, and 
Wher Plate the new-boro babe had 
nestled in his mother’s bosom It was 
still chiogis there——alas!—toa_ Jife. 
less breast. “The living infant was 


ready chilled by the stiffening cold. 


ness of the dead mothe » Who had beer 
’ 


fo all appearance, for 


, many hours i 


COPrps © taunediate cause of her 


Ceath was alsotou | robably surmised, 
Sie hadev ently exy ed ina fit,ar 
from the cramped posture in’ which 


! 
she was discovered, it was also eyi. 
‘ ! ’ 
agent her first m pulse had been to 
turn herself round upon her face, gs 
} | int : 
to baffle tJ approad h ug crisis. But 
evel t that ul momeut, maternal 
love had prey adsoover the powerful 
ltist ‘ ell-presery illui—she | 
turned ha round, but stayed herself 
‘ P Pall 
there, pa uly supported ina ¢ ramp- 
ed posture by thre bow f he lit 
| j \ w of her right 
r ’ } . 
irm, while the left ] Chaprse 1 the 
baby to her bosom, a had stitleued 
SO Hi tts t tender ofhice. 
THE CONVICT SHI 
l I i e ia 
> ' 
TORN oF a purple and 
' 
Lb ‘ " ‘ 
re \ i 
\ 
l ‘ ns het 
And r ' vard, lik 
Hi 
, 
i Wil < i i u marmhur 
4 lie t ‘ they be her 
~ , rt cl »* 
A < I uly al the 
Oh 4 r ! 
a 
syra 
(iver t away and away! 
Bright 1 Visions of youth, ere they 





mel 





mriet Ship.—A Shetch fro 


Who--as th ful pagent swe \ 

Mus iro | er aud = sunsh " 
high— 

Pauses to think, and glitter and glow, 


Oh! there be hearts that are 
biow 


Oreaning 


ht on the waves '—and the moon is 
ight or 


on high, 
Hung, like a gem, on the brow of the 
sky, 


Treading its depths in the | 


Look t i water asleep n the 
l t 
Ured > 
st the ship lik st 





Bright and alone wy 
main, 

Lik hea rerish’d home on some 
d i pia 

Who—as the smil » the ra 

yprea ! her W rg i e Dosolm [ 
night, 

Mone on the deep, as ¢t m 1im th 
SKY 

Ay a u eauly— i with 
a 

That 5 thing is t t > 

Wh 4 ‘ ‘ 

i " " Ave 

vid 

] i 

| 1 ‘ t 

ra iu J ‘ S i i ‘ 

| you 

Tie ‘ 

Lis ‘ t 

r 
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eg thoughts which the 
know, 


Like heart-brokeu exiles, lie burning 


witheri 





world cannot 


Delow 
Whilst the 


solate shore 


vessel drives on to that de- 


Where the dreams of our childhood are 
vanish'd and o’er! 





. SKETCH FROM TUE STAFFORDSHIRE 
IRONW ORKS 

IMAGINE yourself on a dark night,» 
fi uindering over the rugged region 
of the collieries, uearly suflocated with 
smoke, and winding your way with 
eel-like dexterity between heaps of 
coal, ashes, and yawniug pit-mouths, 
a deep hollow, mn 





till you arrive at 
which are two lofty hills or furnaces, 
hire 
short distances with hills 


lines “aAUe 
De scenaing Cau 


voiniting aud smoke, and sur- 
rounded at 
of burning coal. 
tiously, for danger lurks in every step, 


tu the foot of tine 


introduced into a huge shed, resem- 
a , 


building, 


you are 


bling a cavern, the entrance to which 
is faintly illumined by a quantity of 


vy coals In an open grate, raisea 





| hoi the air, while all within is 
rkuess visible. he ground is co. 
vered with a deep bed of sand, ia 
wi iis formed a channel for the 
mn re to run info, extending 
nu the base of the furnace to the 

nm hi e cavern, i three or 
feet in width A! the appoiuted 

time whils larou is dark and dis 
, a Commu i will e bot- 

! } furnace Is l, and the 
ive lows siowly ud mayest 

to the channel prepared rit 

‘\ ich« y, 0 fervour of ima- 
can pericct the brilhaney of 


presents ifseil, 
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The iron thus produced, is termed 
pigeiron, which, after passing throngh 
another and similar process in the fin- 
ing-furnace, becomes plate iron, in 
which state it is conveved to the mill. 
Here it is again heated to nearly a 
fluid state, and welded in very large 
masses beneath a hammer of three 
tons weight; itis then, while red hot, 
formed into bars or hoops of various 
dimensions, by being drawn through 
a succession of revolving cyluders, 
and returned with sarprising dexte- 
rity by the workmen from the largerto 
the smaller rollers. This part of the 
process is so rapid that it has the ap- 


pearance of magic. ‘The whole of th 
immense machiwery being impelled 
by steam, large bars of iron are thus 


rolled in a few seconds into six times 


their original length; which, twist- 
ing themselves into various foldings 
as they issue from the 
ata distance hke« 

The whole of this scene is ex 
ingly imposing: the multitude and 
variety of the apparently self-moving 
machinery—the moving priuciple uu 
seen—thie hot metal 
passing to showers of 
blazing particles of tron thrown off 
by the hammer—the suak ke ape. 


rollers, appear 
red hot snakes 


masses ol ed 


anil fro—the 





pearance of the writhing bars, and the 
shadowy forms of the half-seeu work- 
men, who “ seem not tke the inha 
bitants o° the « ith o— iirthute to 
form a spectacle of great subliunits 
and magnificence, aud awaken in the 
mind ideas of someth y superoatar l 
Litna ind Ves is,With there roa ng 
tires and flowimg lava, are present to 
the imagination; and the storys f 
Vulcan and his Cyclops, forging thun- 
der aud helitning, ippears Ho lon, I 
a fichion, 
VARIETIES 

War—War is a ini it which 
princes seldom win, the people never 
lo be defended rlMIGol freat an 





A Sketch from the Staffordshis e lronworks.— Vareeties 


evilasto be attackea ; aud the peasant 
has often found the shield of a prote 
tor an iustrumeut uot less oppressive 
than the sword of aninvader, Wars 
of opinion, as they Lave been the most 
destructive, are also the most disgrace 
ful of conflicts; being appeals from 
right to might, and from argument to 
artillery; the fomenters of them have 
raw material man to 
have been formed for no worthier par 
puses than fo fill up gazettes at home, 
with their names, and ditches abroad 
with their bodies.— Lacon. 


cousidered the 


French and English Morals.— 
Amongst a few casual observations ou 
Parts the year 1805, which | lap- 
pened to comnut to paper, there was 
ove Which has beeu re peatedly called 
tomy memory,in the « ourse of my jour. 
ney, lremarked then, that the prin. 
ciples of the Pieuch app ared to be 
more lax than ther practice, and that 
general opinion allowed greater liber. 
ty in morals than individuals were ia- 
to take. From every thingI 
ce, Lam led 10 drawa 
onclusion The standard of 
virtue i the public mind has nat yet 
risen from the low mark to whieh it 
But where shall we look 
for that national moral sense, that rec- 
titude of opinion, and lofty nobility of 
secutiment, which pour their indigna. 
lion on Oppression, and their applause 
on worth? Where, for that natioval 
heart, which g 
afflicted 
the needy ? 


chued 


have seen si 


' 
Stimtiar « 


had sunk. 


ves its sy mpathy tothe 
and its treasures to relere 
W here, but ia Evgland? 
High minded England! itis the ap 
right magnamity of thy principles 
which exalts thee above other states, 
and commands the respect ofsurround 
Proud may thy children 
be of thy august character; and let 
them beware how thev sully its lustre; 
let them guard it as the immediate jew- 
el of their souls, and transmit it from 
generation to generation in purity and 


Tow 





mg vations ! 


houeour,—Carer 
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asaut 
‘ole 
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Most 
race 
from 
itto 
have 
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1800 
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Was 
hed 
our. 
rin. 
» be 
that 
ber. 
€ in- 
ug 
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